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— INTRODUCTION — 



Go back to bed, America. Your government 
has figured out how it all transpired. Go 
back to bed, America. Your government is 
in control again. 

Here. Here's American Gladiators. Watch this. 
Shut up. Go back to bed, America. Here's 
American Gladiators. Here is 56 channels 
of it. [...] 

Here you go, America. You are free to do 
as we tell you. You are free to do as we tell 
you. 1 



- Bill Hicks 
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"You turn through the Bible and you won ' t ever 
find a passage that condemns war," Reverend 
Terry Moore preached to the bomb makers at 
his sermon. "God hates war, but sometimes 
God uses war as a way to achieve His objec- 
tives, ridding a dictator or sin in a nation." 

A sketchy argument, since the Bible doesn't 
contain passages condemning priests fucking 
children, either. Are we to surmise, then, that 
the god of Christianity would condone Father 
Franz bending boys over the altar, and stick- 
ing his diminutive dinghy up their asses? 

McAlester, Oklahoma. 

Chances are you've never heard of this Lilli- 
putian shithole, population less than 20,000. 
However, unless you've been existing inside 
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Simon Cowell's asshole, you've observed Mc- 
Alester's contribution to humanity. 

This burg — something Rod Serling should be 
introducing — is home for manufacture of al- 
most all non-nuclear bombs produced in the 
United States. Roughly seven miles south of 
town resides the McAlester Army Ammunition 
Plant (MCAAP), a facility two times the size 
of Manhattan. Whilst watching the Iraqi war 
on TV — doing your best to keep Meister Brau 
on the market — you were viewing some of 
McAlester' s handiwork. 

"Of course, I see an explosion and think, 'There 
goes another McAlester bomb'" boastfully at- 
tests former McAlester Mayor Dale Covington. 
"We're proud of it, proud of our workers. They 
take a lot of pride in the way they build bombs." 



Unraveled!: When the Fabric of "Reality "Rips to Shreds 4 



Considering at least 1 25,000 innocent civilians 
have been killed in the Iraqi war, 2 who the fuck 
wouldn't be radiant? 

Definitely not Colonel Jyuji Hewitt — one-time 
commander of the MCAAP — who loved his ca- 
reer. "Sometimes I see bombs being dropped 
on TV, and I say, 'Boy, that's several days' 
work right there. ' Sometimes I see a bomb ex- 
ploding and say, 'Yeah, that's a McAlester call- 
ing card right there.'" 

Then again, there are those on the verge of 
contrition for what they've done, but thanks 
to Santa — who's obviously as real as Jesus 
— everything's better! 

"I don ' t guess I ' m real proud of the fact I make 
bombs and what they're used for," says grand- 
mother Loretta Russell, "but it's necessary 
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and has to be done to help support our country. 
I feel like they [Iraqis] asked for it; they kind 
of started this. [...] When I see something ex- 
plode over there I think, 'Did my hands help 
make that?' I'd rather help Santa make toys, 
that's what I'd really like to do." 

Additionally, there are those plant employees 
who just exemplify that All-American winning 
spirit. Take Aaron Kilburne for example, who, 
like his parents and grandparents, manufac- 
tures munitions. Aaron explained, "With the 
war on, [morale's] going through the roof. I 
wish there wasn't such a thing as war, but if 
there' s war, I want to win." 

During the latest Iraqi conflict, the collective 
attitude of the employees at the plant was ju- 
bilance. There was no shortage of work, and 
overtime was the rule of the day. Workers were 
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ecstatic to not only be assisting the cause, 
but padding their bank accounts in the proc- 
ess. 

Luke Tucker, another employee at the factory, 
ponders, "I'm not dropping 'em, but I'm mak- 
ing 'em, and I think, 'Well, am I hurting inno- 
cent people or anything? 

No, Luke. Sleep easy at night. Bombs aren't 
made to hurt anyone. They're filled with deli- 
cious chocolate that's dispensed throughout 
the atmosphere upon detonation. 

When asked if he'd rather be producing candy 
at a candy factory, Luke stated, "Yes I would, 
if it paid as much." 

In the incisive words of Bill Hicks: 
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I guess the most amazing thing about the 
war, obviously the disparity in the casu- 
alties. Iraq: 150,000 casualties. U.S.A.: 
79. 

Does that mean if we had sent over 80 
guys we still would've won that fuckin' 
thing? 
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YOU ARE HERE 



I hope we're interfered with again by the extra- 
terrestrials, and this time they help. You know? 
In a big way. This time they say, "We're gonna 
do another genetic thing. We're gonna do it just 
like we did when suddenly you had architec- 
ture, suddenly you could lift stones up and build 
a pyramid. Suddenly you had mathematics. [. . .] 
We're gonna do that again, and this time we're 
gonna help you folks [. . .]." 

I hope that happens. Then all those dreams that 
I don't quite have for us could come true, and 
that would be the best surprise I could get. 1 



— George Carlin 
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Sweat. 

His body was drenched in it. 
Fear. 

He could feel nothing else. 

It was a hundred blood-thirsty classmates de- 
manding he fight a school bully bigger than a 
full-grown Black Bear. The initial punch burst 
his lip like a ruptured water balloon. 

The second blow crushed his left shoulder in- 
to pureed pulp. Molten lava coursed through 
his veins. His world contorted into a funhouse 
mirror reflection. He could feel whatever he 
had for lunch on a roundtrip. 
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He thrust his good arm forth. The effort was 
less effective than a drive from New York to 
France. His tiny fist was caught and crushed 
like overripe fruit. 

Losing all faith in David and Goliath, he was a 
domestic housecat squaring off against a rav- 
enous lion. 

Parviz Jafari was drowning in this defenseless 
sensation, as he confronted the massive UFO. 
Not only had this anomaly rendered his weap- 
ons system inoperable, the inexplicable craft 
jettisoned a smaller pair of conundrums, one 
of which was maneuvering around his plane, 
as though he was standing still. He was flying 
faster than the speed of sound. 

His orders had been to intercept, and engage 
the craft, if necessary. He now knew neither 
was possible. 
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He was helpless. In the black, nebulous space 
over Tehran, Parviz Jafari speculated if this 
would be his last night alive. 

September 1 8, 1 976. 1 1 PM. Residents of Teh- 
ran, Iran, report a mysterious object overhead, 
displaying multicolored lights. 

The Iranian Air Force scrambles a Phantom F-4 
fighter from nearby Shahrokhi Air Base. Upon 
approaching the anomalous craft, the jet loses 
nearly all control of its instrumentation. Veer- 
ing away, the F-4 regains full command of its 
avionics. 

Subsequently, a separate Phantom is sent aloft 
to investigate. Current General Parviz Jafari, 
who pilots this second jet, reports an inexpli- 
cable object in front of him, flashing powerful 
lights in a diamond-shaped array. 
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Although ground radar fails to work properly, 
the fighter's tracking system acquires the sig- 
nature of the mysterious craft, which seems 
to be roughly the size of a 707 airliner. 

Believing the object was of detriment to his 
plane, Jafari decided to launch an attack on 
the anomaly. Before he could, his weapons sys- 
tems failed, and radio transmittance became 
distorted. 

When a circular craft jettisoned the main UFO, 
and sped toward the F-4, Jafari attempted to 
fire an AIM-9 heat-seeking missile. Once again, 
the jet's defensive instruments jammed. Cog- 
nizant he was facing superior technology, Par- 
viz veered left in an effort to retreat. 

The advancing object returned to the main 
craft, only to be replaced by a second, similar 
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enigma that flew circles around the F-4. As 
this anomaly passed alongside the jet, a "round 
dome over it with a dim light inside" could be 
seen. 

Launching from the principal vessel, an addi- 
tional object headed directly for the ground. 
This aberration landed on the desert floor, em- 
anating an intense light, and an "emergency 
squawk," normally used to locate those who've 
ejected an aircraft. The sound was so defini- 
tive, nearby commercial jetliners detected it. 

As for the inscrutable craft initially sighted, it 
simply vanished. 

Upon landing, Jafari and his co-pilot were es- 
corted to a hospital. Following testing, Parviz 
was informed his blood had failed to coagu- 
late. A second blood sample was drawn, and 
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the men were given permission to leave, with- 
out receiving verification as to why Jafari's 
hemoglobin had initially failed to coalesce. 

Via helicopter, Jafari toured the location at 
which he had seen one of the smaller crafts 
land. To his wonderment, the squawk contin- 
ued to resonate, even though he was unable 
to locate its source. The shrill signal sounded 
for days afterward. 

The United States Defense Intelligence Agency 
asserts, "This case is a classic which meets 
all criteria necessary for a valid study of the 
UFO phenomenon." Such standards include: 

A) extremely credible observers, all of whom 
were positioned in disparate locations. 

B) anomalous objects recorded on radar. 
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C) failure of instrumentation on three differ- 
ent airplanes, including a commercial jetliner 
in the area. 

D) an unprecedented display of maneuverabil- 
ity from the enigma in question. 

The U.S. stance on this incident was reportedly 
one of great interest, as they claimed the in- 
formation obtained from this event could be 
extremely useful. 

When asked by the Shah of Iran about his en- 
counter, Jafari responded, "In my opinion, they 
[the UFOs he observed] cannot be from our 
planet, because if anyone on this planet had 
such power, he would bring the whole planet 
under his own command." 

The Shah informed Parviz this was not the first 
UFO report from military officials in Iran. To 
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this day, Jafari remains lost when attempting 
to determine what he encountered. 

Ever get that feeling you're being watched? 
That's because you are. ..by otherworldly in- 
telligence. 

What is this conundrum? Who knows, but an 
avalanche of proof from exceptionally credible 
witnesses — commercial pilots, FAA officials, 
governors, military aviators, police officers, 
presidents, senators, scientists, etc. — sub- 
stantiate Earth is being frequented by an intel- 
lect, or intellects, beyond our current capacity. 

The above account of several Iranian armed 
forces individuals is not aberrant. In fact, it's 
quite common, although the governments of 
humanity would have you believe otherwise. 
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Why would such be the case? 

Do you think anyone is gonna listen to Barack 
Obama if they had access to ideas and tech- 
nology thousands of years in advance of what 
current regimes possess? Hegemonies would 
forfeit control, and they know it. Hence, sup- 
pression — via ridicule — continues. 

It's one thing to observe a UFO if you're drunk, 
alone, and traversing a dark road in the mid- 
dle of nowhere. Should you happen to be a sen- 
ior Air Traffic Controller, cold sober, and work- 
ing at a military base — when you witness not 
just one unidentified flying object, but seven 
— your encounter takes on a different level 
of credibility. If your sighting is not only visual, 
but captured on radar by numerous tracking 
stations, you're posed with an enigma. More- 
over, what if the mystifying craft were ob- 
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served for a period of four consecutive hours? 
For Sergeant Chuck Sorrells — on the evening 
of October 7th, 1 965 — this scenario played 
itself out. 

The graveyard shift at California's Edwards 
Air Force Base could actually prove quite ex- 
citing. Since highly secret military projects are 
tested at this installation, night skies are any- 
thing but dull. 

Having been the Air Traffic Controller on duty 
at the time of this incident, Sorrells was cog- 
nizant of just about every type of aircraft fly- 
ing. Still, what he encountered on the evening 
of October 7th remains a mystery to him. 

At approximately 1 :30 AM, to the east of the 
control tower, Sorrells observed a radiant green 
luminescence with a red, pulsing light beneath 
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it. Atop this mysterious object was a white glow. 
No other aircraft were aloft in the vicinity at 
the time. 

Besides the sergeant, the base dispatcher, the 
weatherman and an individual from the inter- 
ceptor detachment also witnessed the enig- 
ma. After the conundrum was reported to Air 
Defense in Los Angeles, four other radar sites 
throughout the state received enigmatic re- 
turns. 

It was about this time Sorrells observed three 
other objects, similar to the first. Flying in for- 
mation, and remaining stationary for a time, 
these auxiliary craft also registered on the Air 
Traffic Controller's radar screen. In a matter 
of moments, three more vessels appeared. 

Upon confirmation of these last objects, the 
military scrambled a fighter jet to assess the 
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situation. Although the plane was able to paint 
the inexplicable craft on its radar, the pilot was 
unable to ascertain what the anomalies were. 
Even though the jet rose to a height of 40,000 
feet, the aerial enigmas rapidly ascended, in 
order to avoid capture. Sorrells concluded the 
mysterious crafts were flying at somewhere 
near 1 00,000 feet. In 1 965, the ceiling capac- 
ity of a jet aircraft was just that. As the ser- 
geant's shift progressed, the conundrums pro- 
ceeded higher and higher, until, by daylight, 
they disappeared into the heavens. 

Someone in Chuck Sorrells' position is made 
privy to anything experimental traversing the 
airspace he's in charge of. You'd be more likely 
to find a Cosmopolitan magazine article en- 
titled Make Love the Rupert Murdoch Way, 
before the military tests expensive craft in the 
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skies, without alerting its Air Traffic Control- 
lers. 



According to Sorrells: 



I know craft of all types, so I know a lot of 
things this was not. I know it was not a 
helicopter. I know it was not an airplane. I 
know it was not a balloon — a weather 
balloon or any other type of balloon. I 
know it was no known aircraft or flying ob- 
ject that we know of today, or at that time. 
And it wasn't a laser show... They could 
probably go 30-40 miles in the time you 
could snap your fingers twice... And they 
could rise — just go straight up. It seemed 
like they could do that instantaneously. At 
some points they would hover and just 
sit for a long period of time — then they 
would move. 



Sgt. Chuck Sorrells, the most qualified of wit- 
nesses, observed several anomalies for which 
he is unable to account. Corroborative docu- 
mentation from at least seven other sources, 
both visual, as well as radar, substantiate his 
assertions. 



You Are Here 



23 



Birds, meteors and weather balloons don't pro- 
duce signatures on radar, which solely origi- 
nate from solid, metal objects. As such, what- 
ever Chuck Sorrells, and several others wit- 
nessed on the evening of October 7th, 1 965, 
were tangible craft. 

As stated previously — when it comes to su- 
perlative sources, neither Chuck Sorrells nor 
Parviz Jafari are alone in their claims. Entire 
volumes could be filled with known citations 

— from the most consummate of authorities 

— validating UFOs of an otherworldly nature. 

This says nothing of the innumerable astro- 
nauts, officials and pilots who've experienced 
the unknown and been too afraid to go on the 
record. 
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That being said, what follows is a sampling of 
the credibly-credentialed attesting we're not 
alone. 



I'm Fife Symington. In 1997, during my 
second term as governor of Arizona, I saw 
something that defied logic and chal- 
lenged my reality. [...] 

My office did make inquiries as to the or- 
igin of the craft, but to this day, they re- 
main unanswered. I still don't know what 
it was. As a pilot and a former Air Force 
officer, I can definitively say that this craft 
did not resemble any manmade object 
that I had ever seen. 



Regarding the same incident — known as the 
Phoenix Lights — retired Northwest Airlines 
Captain Trig Johnston had this to assert: 

I'd say I saw an unidentified flying object of 
massive proportions float over the city of 
Phoenix and Scottsdale, and I don't have 
the damnedest clue what it was. 

Neither Symington nor Johnston were alone in 
their observations concerning the enigma to 
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which they referred. Thousands of Arizona 
residents attested to witnessing the anomaly 
in question. 



In 1 980, Peruvian Air Force pilot Oscar Santa 
Maria experienced an aerial encounter he was 
at a loss to explain. Subsequently, he claimed: 



At this point I came to about 300 feet with- 
in the UFO. It had an enamel, cream-col- 
ored dome with a wide circle metallic 
base. It had no engines, no exhaust, no 
windows, no wings or antennas. It lacked 
all the typical aircraft components with no 
visible propulsion system. 



Former FAA Division Chief John J. Callahan — 
who later admonished the CIA for seizing evi- 
dence regarding a 1 986 encounter concern- 
ing a JAL 747 — had the following to allege: 



When the pilot first reported the UFO, he 
described it as a huge ball with lights run- 
ning around it. He said it was about four 
times bigger than the 747 riding in. 
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And remember the 747 has an elevator. 
And he's looking out the window and he 
sees something that's four times the size 
of his aircraft. 



Captain Ray Bowyer — of Aurigny Airlines in 
the UK — was shaken following witnessing a 
pair of colossal aerial anomalies: 



On nearing the object, a second identi- 
cal shape appeared beyond the first. 
Both objects were of a flattened disk shape, 
with a dark area to the right. They were bril- 
liant yellow, with light emanating from 
within, and I estimated them to be up to 
possibly a mile across. 



Sergeant James Penniston — and dozens of 
other military staff — encountered an anom- 
aly in 1 980 they weren ' t able to explain: 



I would go ahead and feel the craft, which 
was warm. There was static electricity in 
the air [...]. I knew that that craft could not 
have been made by man. 
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Mercury 7 astronaut — and the last American 
in space on a solo flight — L. Gordon Cooper 
penned the following in a letter to Secretary- 
General of the United Nations Kurt Waldheim: 



I believe that these extra-terrestrial vehi- 
cles and their crews are visiting this planet 
from other planets, which obviously are 
a little more technically advanced than we 
are here on earth. 1 



Cooper had his own, personal experiences with 
aerial anomalies, in 1 951 and 1 957. 



According to Edgar Mitchell — Apollo astro- 
naut, and sixth person to walk on the Moon: 



I don't know how many, or where, or how 
they're doing it, but they've been observ- 
ing us, and here for quite some time. And 
we see these craft [UFOs] all the time. 



Healthy skepticism is essential when disprov- 
ing or proving anything. Unhealthy skepticism 
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simply results in subjectivity, and a failure to 
acknowledge the truth. Thus, corruption, de- 
rangement, lying and suppression of the facts. 
That being said, the most common skeptical 
arguments regarding UFOs of an otherworldly 
origin crumble under scrutiny. Those not willing 
to address the truth typically counter with an 
altercation the likes of, "If aliens are visiting 
Earth, why haven ' t they touched down on the 
White House lawn?" 

A lame rebuttal that will take one as far as a 
train with no track. 

The obvious answer is, "Would you fly an air- 
craft onto the White House lawn?" 

First off, you couldn't, since defense systems 
would shoot you down before you could even 
get close to the grass. 
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Second, given the U.S. penchant for extreme 
violence toward everything — especially its 
own populace — why the hell would an intelli- 
gent species, able to travel the Universe, get 
anywhere near government? 

Third, when you're able to reach "here" from 
"there," your technology is so much more ad- 
vanced than ours, what the fuck could Barack 
Obama and his cronies possibly offer you? 

Fourth, during a well-documented incident in 
1952, numerous mysterious, aerial vehicles 
buzzed the White House. To date, a defini- 
tive explanation as to what these craft were 
eludes humanity. 4,5 

Another retort is that UFOs might be secret 
military vehicles. 
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Some could, but the problem with this argu- 
ment is that — in countless cases — fighter 
jets are scrambled after these enigmas. If the 
flying conundrums are yours, why would you 
send armed aircraft aloft to intercept and/or 
shoot them down? 

Those with a recalcitrant need to debunk — 
going far beyond objectivity — often toss this 
absurd rebuttal into the mix: 

"Pilots are the worst observers of aerial anom- 
alies." 

Would you knowingly board a jetliner with an 
aviator at the helm who couldn't discern be- 
tween a flock of birds and an aircraft the size 
of a small city? 

The following argument rears its head often 
from mainstream scientists: 
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"In a court of law, anecdotal evidence is the 
weakest form of proof, and therefore claims 
of UFO experiences should be categorized as 
tenuous, at best." 

First off, innumerable encounters with unex- 
plained aerial anomalies have not only been 
witnessed by extremely credible observers, 
they've also been corroborated by physical 
validation. This confirmation often comes in 
the forms of radar returns — both aircraft, in 
addition to ground-based — and pilot-to-tower, 
tower-to-pilot audio transmissions. 

Second, these scientists may wish to consider 
amending what they perceive as laws, since 
multitudinous individuals have been executed 
solely based on anecdotal evidence. 

But of course most mainstream scientists are 
going to overtly ridicule the UFO phenomena. 
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These individuals are at the top of their re- 
spective food chain. They're garnering fame, 
fortune and notoriety for supporting the pro- 
saic line. They now have their own TV shows, 
and many are making millions off books sales. 
Do you really think they wanna run the risk of 
losing all that by reporting the truth? Talk to 
any scientist. One of the better methods for 
killing your career is to openly embrace UFOs 
of an otherworldly nature visiting Earth. Just 
watch those cable ratings dwindle, and book 
sales dry up like a 90 year old ' s nut sack. 

Scientists of mainstream fame were allowed 
to become so because they conformed. Sedi- 
tion opposing what governments wish you to 
believe will result in your lifelong obscurity, at 
best. At worst, you'll be eradicated from the 
scenario. Follow suit, or perish — one way or 
another. 
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When you factor a monetary system into the 
equation, almost everybody — scientists in- 
cluded — become trained seals, with money 
as their treat. Threaten a professor of chem- 
istry with a loss of career, should he go public 
with his paradigm-shifting discovery, and he ' II 
be mute. Promise to no longer fund experi- 
ments for a physicist, if she divulges the se- 
cret to sustained nuclear fusion, and she ' II be- 
come more silent than a law school library dur- 
ing finals. Best not promulgate an antidote for 
cancer, since detrimental treatments are big 
business, and you'll be flippantly abused, un- 
til a compulsive liar garners greater credibili- 
ty. 

In addition, mainstream scientists are highly 
revered within this current paradigm. Every- 
body seeks them for answers. Their egos are 
continually stroked, akin to a lovable cat with 
silken fur. 
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If suddenly it was proven humanity was being 
visited by species far more advanced than we 
are, nobody would come to these individuals 
for anything more than evacuation of a foot- 
long turd clogging their toilet. Rather, people 
would seek solutions from these otherworldly 
beings, since they could cross the Universe, 
whilst our "experts" can't even safely get us 
to the Moon. 

Throughout history, humans have witnessed 
their position of importance diminish. At one 
point, we speculated we were the lone reason 
for creation of everything. Steadily, our grasp 
of the reign slipped, as we realized the Sun, 
and other celestial bodies in this Solar System 
— besides the Moon — don't revolve around 
us. Verity became even more distressing when 
we learned this wasn't the only solar system. 
Our unique nature further decreased when 
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we fathomed the galaxy in which we resided 
wasn't the solitary one of its kind, but rather 
one of hundreds of billions. 

Now, with the hypothesis of multiverses — an 
infinite number of universes — humanity can 
no longer put off the inevitable. Even though 
mainstream cardboard cutouts, who pose as 
scientists on TV, will inform you that humans 
are the sole game in town, knowing how vast 
the cosmos is, their position is laughable. 

All this being said, it's obvious folks in highly 
credible positions — within our human para- 
digm — are of the mindset we're not the sole 
sentient species. Again, with hundreds of bil- 
lions of stars in the Milky Way alone, and hun- 
dreds of billions of galaxies in this particular 
Universe, to believe otherwise is insanity. 
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So, where are we? As a species, we're a par- 
ticle of dust on a particle of dust in a massive 
macrocosmic ocean. We're positioned on an 
outer arm of the Milky Way Galaxy. 

If we were in a shopping mall — staring at a 
directory of this Universe — the You Are Here 
dot, denoting Earth, would neither be viewable 
by eye, nor microscope. How long would it take 
us to get to Cock-Shaped Confections at the 
other end of the mall? Since we perceive this 
Universe as presently expanding, we'd walk 
for an innumerable number of lifetimes, only 
able to satisfy our phallic sugar fix perhaps bil- 
lions of years from now, when the cosmos col- 
lapsed upon itself. By that time, we might not 
have even strode to the edge of our own Solar 
System. 
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WORLD WAR III 



I'm 94 years old now, and I'm afraid my dis- 
position is the same as it was 75 years ago... 

This shit's got to go. 1 

— Jacque Fresco 
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For there to a be a World War III, it stands to 
reason there had to have been a World War I 
and II. Unbeknownst to most, there wasn't. 

During the periods these alleged altercations 
occurred, Earth — also known as the world — 
wasn't fighting various planets. Humans were 
slaughtering one another, but celestial bodies 
weren't duking it out. 

When people began perceiving themselves as 
analogous with the globe upon which they re- 
sided, they fallaciously assumed their species 
— akin to the Earth — would exist for billions 
of years. Sounds like semantics, but do you 
see humanity addressing the dilemma of the 
supervolcano beneath Yellowstone Park, or 
the inevitable reversal of the North and South 
Poles? 
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No. And that lack of logic results from the as- 
sumption our kind — like this planet — will be 
around as long as there's a Universe. 

Hence, there never was a World War I, nor II. 
There may have been a Humanity War I and II, 
but when people are constantly feuding and 
killing each other, how do you define when one 
conflict ends, and another begins? 

For the sake of argument, you've been con- 
cerned about what you perceive as World War 
III for years, never understanding it's already 
begun. In fact, World War III has been in prog- 
ress for decades. It became a legitimate bat- 
tle in 1 989, when the Internet was released 
to the public. Skirmishes were small and local- 
ized at that point, but as use of the World Wide 
Web grew, combat escalated. 
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You see, the Internet was the key to the revo- 
lution. With instant communication worldwide, 
a person in Nepal could share an idea with an 
individual in Nevada as soon as she thought it. 
Unlike prior eras, there was no lag time. Five 
hundred years previous, one was forced to wait 
months before discovering what was happen- 
ing on the other side of the planet. 

For the first time in written history, humans 
could converse with each other right away, no 
matter how far apart they were on this vast, 
azure ball. The Internet took the fight to an- 
other level, changing the dynamics of World 
War III. Suddenly, humans were not only shar- 
ing ideas instantaneously, but understanding 
they were more alike than their governments 
lead them to believe. Propaganda instilled in 
our minds — via brain-washing masquerading 
as eduction — no longer made any sense. 
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Fear of "capitalists" or "communists" began 
to abate, as an individual from Montana could 
chat with someone from Moscow, and com- 
prehend they were so similar they could have 
been twins. 

As such, terms like those above were viewed 
as ludicrous, and factions which had injected 
them into our lexicon — to divide and conquer 
our species — were regarded as the true ene- 
my. Battle lines became defined, and popula- 
tions began seeing what they once thought to 
be their governments, in real light. 

Painful verity was being exposed, and distrib- 
uted across the globe with the push of a but- 
ton. Hence, one could now learn that a nucle- 
ar power facility named Fukushima was melt- 
ing down — open to the environment — and 
humanity's hegemonies were doing nothing 



Unraveled "2: When the Fabric of "Reality "Rips to Shreds 42 



to fix the dilemma. 2 We could instantaneously 
disseminate information regarding the Gulf of 
Tonkin incident 3,4 — perpetrated by the U.S. 
— that lead to the murders of 58,200 Ameri- 
can soldiers in Vietnam. Enlightenment was 
happening, as humans realized their govern- 
ments were knowingly destroying them. 

In addition, the promise of profundity took a 
leap of paradigm shifting proportions, as the 
Internet provided access to the most exten- 
sive library in known history. A repository that 
put the Library of Alexandria to shame. As a 
bonus, this warehouse of knowledge was ac- 
cessible to anyone from anywhere. 

Unfortunate or otherwise, most humans mis- 
used this resource that was essential to their 
survival. Vapid Internet sites — which allowed 
a person to inform nearly any human on the 
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planet where and when they were taking their 
latest shit — were accessed most often by 
the majority of the population. Indecipherable 
messages were typed with thumbs, as the al- 
ready borderline-illiterate populace became 
even more obtuse. 

Regardless, during this epoch, more humans 
were able to read than at any other known pe- 
riod in history. Hence, awareness increased, 
and a division between those who understood 
what was happening, and the ignorant, devel- 
oped. Those uninformed continued to support 
the very regimes that were killing them, and 
had no idea World War III was even occurring. 
Those enlightened began to grow in numbers, 
as they fought this silent battle to keep hu- 
manity from being exterminated. 5 Separation 
was apparent, and yet solidarity amongst all 
walks of humans was, as well. 
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As such, the gap between governments — who 
had always historically sought control — and 
their populations, widened. 

As of the writing of these words, the outcome 
of World War III had yet to be determined. 
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TRENCH TALE #1 



What else is troubling me? 

Mickey Mouse's birthday being announced 
on the television news as if it's an actual 
event. I don't give a shit! If I cared about 
Mickey Mouse's birthday, I'd have memo- 
rized it years ago, and I'd send him a card. 

"Dear Mickey, Happy birthday. Love, George." 

I don't do that. Why? Don't give a shit. Fuck 
Mickey Mouse. Fuck him in the asshole with 
a big, rubber dick. Then break it off and beat 
him with the rest of it. 

I hope Mickey dies. I do. I hope he god- 
damned dies. I hope he gets a hold of 
some tainted cheese, and dies lonely and 
forgotten behind the baseboard of a soiled 
bathroom in a poor neighborhood, with his 
hand in Goofy's pants. 

Mickey Mouse. No wonder no one in the 
world takes our country seriously. We 
waste valuable television time inform- 
ing our citizens of the age of an imaginary 
rodent! 1 



— George Carlin 
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"I'd be thrilled to find out I was sterile!" 
Ed's laughing ceased. 

Since it was my fourth Sloe Gin Fizz, and I was 
neither buyin' nor drivin' , I failed to notice. 

"You get all these whiny ass clowns in movies, 
cryin' like spoiled children after their doctors 
tell 'em their gun ain't loaded. What a bunch 
a morons, huh?" 

At this point, I was probably pontificating loud 
enough for the cooks in the kitchen to hear. It 
didn't matter. I was rollin' like an Ecstasy ad- 
dict, and — akin to a 700 pound man walking 
on soft ground — making a strong impression. 

"If I discovered I couldn't have kids," I contin- 
ued, "I'd be ecstatic\ That's half the damned 
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battle right there! You spend a small fortune 
on condoms for two reasons: to remain STD- 
free and avoid getting a chick pregnant. When 
you've got expired fertilizer, you've already 
won 50 percent of the war—" 

"I'm sterile," Ed leaned in, gripping my collar, 
eyes more bloodshot than a senorita's crotch 
during the Crimson Tide. 

In fright, I observed radio silence, as I realized 
I'd gone too far. Ed's classified stipulated he 
was seeking someone able to carry on an in- 
telligent conversation, not become a painful 
reminder of a feat he couldn't accomplish. 

"In fact, Melanie and I had been trying to con- 
ceive for years," the troubled man whispered 
viciously. "When we learned I was sterile, she 
filed for divorce." 
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With no lifeboat on this sinking ship, I sucked 
down the rest of my adult beverage, and felt 
the part of brain behind my right eye freeze. 

Ed let go of my shirt, staring off at the mas- 
sive tits of our waitress for a moment. Sitting 
back, I pressed my forehead to relieve the ex- 
cruciating pain in my frontal lobe. 

As Ed came to, it appeared the release valve 
had somehow been triggered, and I'd be pro- 
vided a temporary stay of execution. 

"But all that's behind us, now," Ed continued. 
"Mel and I are good. We' re good, okay?! I sleep 
like a baby every night knowing she loves me." 

I started to interject, prepared to inform this 
walking neuroses most babies wake up every 
hour in a diaper full of their own shit, but I ju- 
diciously kept myself in check. 
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"Another cocktail thingy?" Ed pointed to my 
empty fishbowl. 

"Has Ozzy ever done drugs?" 

"Ma'am? One more, uh.. .whatever it is he's 
having, please." 

Again, Ed leaned in. "Look, I just want you to 
pretend she's a high-paid call girl, and you're 
her first client. Got it?" 

"Sure as Genghis Khan didn't die a virgin." 

Ed winced. "Okay. That being said, there are 
a few rules we need to establish. First, you're 
only there to get a blowjob. Intercourse isn't 
part of the deal. Second, no mention of me, 
or that you even know who I am." 



"Okay." 
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"It's all part of the role-play. She's supposed 
to believe you're unhappily married, she's a 
well-paid prostitute, and you're her first john. 
After you leave, I'll transfer cash into her ac- 
count, so she thinks you've paid her." 

"As clever as a successful escape plan from 
Alcatraz." 

My handsome cocktail arrived. 

"Oh, yeah. A couple more things. I'm an avid 
big game hunter, and I' II be watching from the 
shadows around the house." 

That divulgence had me more on edge than a 
suicide jumper. I gulped. "'An avid—'" 

"Never mind. Go to this address," Ed scrawled 
on my cocktail napkin, "at 9 PM tomorrow, and 
Melanie will be waiting for you." 
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Said domicile — the size of a shopping mall — 
couldn't have been deeper in the middle of no- 
where if it was my literary career. I'd passed 
the last traffic sign miles ago, and appeared 
to be in the remaining portion of the country 
not comprehending the perks of street lights. 

Before banging a gargoyle door knocker sport- 
ing a facial expression resembling Tim Tebow's 
reaction after discovering there's no Jesus, the 
most incredible woman I'd seen in 3-D stepped 
through the entranceway. Clad in a dress more 
gossamer than Obama's promise to repeal the 
Patriot Act, this goddess led me to a bearskin 
rug next to a fire almost as raging as my cur- 
rent hard-on. 

"Would you like something to drink?" was her 
first inquiry. 

"Would you like to get nude?" was her second. 
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As if her initial question hadn't been uttered, 
I dropped my drawers faster than Mike Tyson 
did Marvis Frazier. 

"Would you like to fuck?" was her third query, 
as she stripped away the tissue paper imper- 
sonating her gown. 

At a mental crossroads, I recalled Ed's initial 
stipulation: "You're only there to get a blow- 
job." 

Gazing about a room rivaling the gargantuan 
dimensions of Liberace's asshole, I couldn't 
help but notice I was in the wolf's den. The 
stuffed remains of bear, elk and lion glowered 
back at me from the darkness. I remembered 
Ed's hobby of choice — big game hunter — 
and wished the bastard could 've just thrilled 
at stamp collecting. Scanning the walls for 
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empty wooden head plaques with the name- 
plate "Hugh Mungus" beneath them, I felt the 
sudden need to evacuate my bladder. 

When hands softer than the voice of a mute 
began stroking my amicable appendage, I re- 
sponded in the affirmative, encasing my en- 
gorgement, and easing inside with the preci- 
sion of a blind driver parking an 1 8-wheeler in- 
to a compact spot. In less time than it takes a 
Taco Bell fart to clear a room, Round One had 
completed, and this pretend prostitute raced 
for the facilities. 

It was at this time I found myself alone, naked 
and gazing at the jungle of murdered animals 
snarling back at me. Not heeding the "no sex" 
rule, I surmised — from the dark regions of this 
Amityville Horror House — was a rifle present- 
ly aimed at my sweating sack. Visions of my 
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bony body — in taxidermy repose, between 
Yogi and Simba — filled my 1 0 kilobyte crani- 
um. Hence, Round Two was even quicker than 
Round One, and I faked a headache before my 
female friend could cause my lower extremi- 
ties to override my upper. 

Thanking the lovely in question for what was 
easily the most arduous experience of her life 
— outside of a hysterectomy performed sans 
anesthesia — I ran for my truck. All the while, 
I congratulated myself on obtaining sex, and 
not becoming a trophy in the process. 

When the dinner bell rang, it was an adventure 
more well-done than a burnt steak. 
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IBM AND THE NAZIS 



I create nothing. I own. 1 

— Gordon Gekko 



Unraveled "2: When the Fabric of "Reality "Rips to Shreds 56 



There's a substantial chance you're reading 
this sentence on a descendant of an IBM com- 
puter. Crucial components of hardware within 
that machine are most likely IBM-based. You 
probably interact with IBM products at work, 
and in the marketplace, every day. 

Yet, how many people are aware International 
Business Machines (IBM) helped exterminate 
millions of Nazi concentration camp prisoners 
during World War II? Without IBM's complicity 
in this genocide, there's no way so many in- 
nocent lives could have been extinguished so 
expeditiously. 

Imagine an era before computers. Seems like 
an epoch previous written language, doesn't 
it? In truth, the year was 1 933 — a time when 
Adolf Hitler came to power, establishing him- 
self as the voice of a pure Aryan race. There 
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was no room in Hitler's Germany for anything 
but an unadulterated bloodline. Jews were de- 
spised, and it was determined they need be ex- 
punged in order to racially cleanse Europe. But 
without computers, this was a daunting task. 

Lineage and nationalist provenance of such a 
diverse group were largely unknown. Those of 
Jewish descent were everywhere. Thanks to 
Hitler's onslaught, they were typically hiding, 
having changed their identities to avoid per- 
secution. 

The Nazi Party needed an efficient cataloging 
machine to determine who was Jewish. Enter 
IBM — now regarded as a corporation with the 
ability to provide solutions. Throughout World 
War II, this is exactly what said company did. . . 
for Hitler and Nazi Germany. 
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As computers had yet to be developed in the 
'30s, their forerunner — punch cards proc- 
essed via tabulation machines — became the 
cutting edge technology. According to Edwin 
Black — author of IBM and the Holocaust — 
this was the actual beginning of the Informa- 
tion Age. 

Thomas Watson — former CEO of IBM — as well 
as innumerable personages within said com- 
pany, knowingly created the punch card sys- 
tem employed by the Nazis to categorize and 
annihilate millions of people. Additionally, IBM 
deliberately produced, and leased to the Third 
Reich, machines that codified these cards. In- 
ternational Business Machines trained Nazi em- 
ployees regarding the use of these contrap- 
tions — which were precursors to the modern- 
day computer. 
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But all that wouldn't suffice for ol' Tom and 
his crew. IBM also conducted censuses that 
allowed the Nazis to conclude who — through- 
out Europe — was Jewish. International Busi- 
ness Machines developed the punch card sys- 
tem, and apparatuses, that controlled and co- 
ordinated the trains transporting concentra- 
tion camp prisoners to their deaths. 

So smile, and feel good about using IBM prod- 
ucts! Billions of people do every day. 

IBM and the Holocaust: The Strategic Alliance 
Between Nazi Germany and America's Most 
Powerful Corporation provides a cavalcade of 
damning documentation. The aforementioned 
book contains nearly 75 pages of reference 
sources to substantiate the preceding facts. 

How does this avowedly insidious technology 
work, and where did it all begin? Step back in 
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history to 1 890. During that year, the United 
States Census was being undertaken. Herman 
Hollerith — architect of Tabulating Machine 
Company, which later became IBM — invent- 
ed a punch card system that enabled govern- 
ments to categorize and track mass quanti- 
ties. Capacious volumes of anything — be it 
foodstuffs, houses, or train cars — could now 
be counted and classified. In this instance, the 
considerable amounts tabulated were people. 

Punch cards. Customized strips of card stock 
are perforated with holes in specific columns. 
These columns denote certain characteristics 
of a human being; i.e. country of birth, native 
language, location, profession, religious affilia- 
tion, etc. When these implements of informa- 
tion are fed through a calibrated tabulation 
device, they calculate classifications of peo- 
ple. Thus, due to this heightened technology, 
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millions of those the Nazi war machine found 
deplorable, were categorized and executed. 

Tens of thousands of these cards were proc- 
essed hourly through the above IBM machines. 
From this info, Hitler's Third Reich could now 
identify who was Jewish, and where they lived. 
Because banks in Nazi Germany were also run 
by IBM's tabulation apparatuses, Jews could 
be tracked by their assets. The rest was just 
a matter of abducting these people, and cor- 
ralling them into ghetto dwellings, soon to be 
replaced by concentration camps. 

Whilst incarcerated in these facilities, prison- 
ers were processed via International Business 
Machines punch card technology. Hence, the 
future of inmates was listed on scraps of card 
stock signifying whether they would live one 
day, or die the next. With this instrument for 
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efficiency, the Third Reich could proficiently 
eradicate Jews, Gypsies and other undesira- 
bles — thus producing an Aryan Europe. 

Masturbation! It's an exciting hobby, and one 
that relieves so much stress. Wouldn't it have 
been great if Tom Watson, International Busi- 
ness Machines and the Nazis had known this 
at the time? 

Specific IBM code numbers connoted the fate 
of those incarcerated. A1 meant the prisoner 
was to be released. A2 denoted an inmate to 
be transferred. A3 described a captive who 
perished of "natural causes." A4 stood for 
execution. A5 signified suicide. A6 designat- 
ed death via gas chamber. A7 meant a pris- 
oner had escaped. 

Imagine being the IBM engineer tasked with 
developing such a demented system. You'd 
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have to possess a demeanor more callous than 
the soles of a lifelong, career firewalker. 

Each Nazi concentration camp housed an IBM 
Hollerith Department, where running tallies of 
incarcerates, and their status, could be moni- 
tored and amended. Inmates were assigned 
their own, personal Hollerith Number — which 
allowed International Business Machines' tab- 
ulators to analyze them. These demarcations 
— which most of us have seen on the wrists 
of Auschwitz prisoners — were originally de- 
signed by IBM to track captives. 

This system eventually became what we now 
know as the bar code; something we currently 
employ ubiquitously. Today, this symbol — a 
number of vertical lines scanned by comput- 
ers — graces almost every product sold via 
retail, from soup to laxatives. 
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IBM may meekly deny the above indictments. 
However, with explosive proof to substantiate 
this corporation's collusion, there isn't much 
they can do except work continuously to keep 
this topic out of the public eye. 



Let's examine portions of that evidence. The 
following is the reason International Business 
Machines will never sue writer Edwin Black for 
his expose. Said corporation comprehends Mr. 
Black possesses a cavalcade of substantiation 
they can't refute. Take, for instance, the fol- 
lowing personal correspondence: 



July 5, 1937 
Your Excellency 
Adolf Hitler 
Berlin 

Before leaving Berlin, I wish to express my 
pride in and deep gratitude for the high 
honor I received through the order with 
which you honored me. Valuing fully 
the spirit of friendship which underlay 
this honor, I assure you that in the future 
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future as in the past, I will endeavor to do 
all in my power to create more intimate 
bonds between our two great nations. My 
wife and family join in best wishes for you. 

Thomas J. Watson [CEO & Chairman] 
International Business Machines 

Not only would Thomas Watson consult inti- 
mately with Adolf Hitler, but the head of IBM 
also became the beneficiary of the Nazi Merit 
Cross of the German Eagle with Star. This med- 
al — created for Watson — was bestowed up- 
on foreigners proving themselves worthy of 
inclusion into the Third Reich. Said commem- 
oration was second in esteem solely to Adolf 
Hitler's German Grand Cross. 

As if providing Nazi Germany with the tech- 
nology to determine, wrangle and annihilate 
non-Aryans wasn't enough, Watson worked 
personally with Japan to improve its air force 
and aircraft carriers. In addition, the CEO of 
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IBM conferred in secret with Benito Mussolini 
in order to assist Italy in its war designs. 

All the while, Watson and his wife were treated 
like royalty in Germany — entertained in lav- 
ish style — by the likes of Josef Goebbels and 
Hermann Goering. This, even after it was seen 
as treasonous, via the U.S. Trading with the 
Enemy Act, for American corporations to con- 
duct business with the Third Reich. 

Edwin Black has accessed, and photocopied, 
numerous punch cards with the name of the 
IBM German affiliate, Dehomag, emblazoned 
on them. Said author references death lists 
from concentration camps, proudly boasting 
International Business Machines' logo. 

Regarding contracts, Thomas Watson was cau- 
tious not to leave a paper trail. Transactions 
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with Hitler's minions were conducted via ver- 
bal agreements. The Nazis, however, didn't 
trust IBM's CEO, and did produce evidence of 
business in the form of typewritten memos. 
These missives often addressed Watson, de- 
scribing negotiations undertaken, as well as 
products and services provided. 

On top of this, IBM's leader did respond — at 
least once — with written confirmation to a 
Nazi business deal, thus implicating himself. 
The dispatch in question showcases a proud In- 
ternational Business Machines Corporation let- 
terhead. What follows is a portion of the mes- 
sage, personally drafted in October, 1 941 , by 
Thomas Watson: 

On the occasion of my visit to Berlin, I also 
settled a few pending matters, such as 
the [punch card] machines blocked in 
Poland, the Romanian Census, the bold 
patents and other minor subjects on 
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which I'm addressing separate reports to 
the executive concern in New York [IBM's 
head office]. 



Following World War II, Dr. Georg Schneider — 
director of IBM's Czechoslovakian affiliate — 
sent a letter addressed to Watson, signifying: 



I beg to give you my report about the IBM 
office in Prague, Czechoslovakia. All the 
interests of the IBM were in good hands. 
The $-rentals were transferred to the ac- 
count of IBM in Geneva, after begin [sic] 
of war with U.S. All $-rentals must be con- 
verted at the rate of exchange of K25.02 
Crowns = $1 and stored on the blocked ac- 
count of IBM in Prague. 



Schneider asserted after U.S. entrance into 
the war, he met with Harrison K. Chauncey 
— IBM's foremost attorney. It was agreed 
German punch card apparatuses be guised 
as Czech, and sold or re-rented. "From each 
machine," Schneider purported, "we had to 
pay a license-tax [royalty] to the IBM." 
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Edwin Black went so far as to obtain a copy of 
the Auschwitz phonebook, in which Dehomag 
is listed, as well as the two members who ran 
said office. 



In order to publish IBM and the Holocaust, 
Mr. Black employed in excess of 1 00 investi- 
gators, who researched over 20,000 primary 
source documents. 



As astutely predicated by the above author: 



When you ask IBM — as many people have 
— why they did it, the Information Com- 
pany says, "We have no information. We've 
lost it all." [...] 

Will IBM ever be brought to justice? The 
answer is, "No." 

The fact is that many people have sued 
IBM around the world. They were never 
called to account during the Holocaust; 
never called to account after the Holo- 
caust; and they will not be called to ac- 
count today. They are, indeed, bigger 
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than nations, bigger than genocides, big- 
ger than the justice system, itself. 

It was IBM that both calculated the weath- 
er for the Normandy invasion — for the 
United States and Allied forces — and the 
strength of the German defenses for the 
German high command. 



During World War II, IBM profited at the ex- 
pense of millions of human lives. All the while, 
its CEO sported a shit-eating grin. Let's face 
it, only a psychotic would smile at the pros- 
pect of devouring fecal matter. 
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TRENCH TALE #2 



Three out of four people now believe in 
angels... 

What are you fuckin' stupid?!? 1 

— George Carlin 
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"Isn't that cute as a button?" Phyllis queried. 

"You bet!" I responded. "The button pressed by 
the president to initiate thermonuclear war," I 
silently concluded. 

The Phyllis/Owen scenario was bizarre, as the 
latter attested he enjoyed beating the former; 
to which the former asserted how much she 
loved said rough treatment. 

Naturally, I inquired, "Beating? You mean like 
winning in Monopoly?" 

"Hell no," replied Owen, as he made a fist. "I'm 
talkin' beating\" 

To this I asked if the hinterlander meant spank- 
ing. 

"Yeah, that too," was Owen's rejoinder. 
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"Slapping?" 

"From time to time, but I mean beating\" Again 
with the balled-up fist, and a right cross into 
empty air. 

"You punch her?!?" I asked, appalled. 

"Does a bear shit in the woods?!" 

"Not if it lives in the zoo," I responded. 

Strained silence, as rusty wheels attempted to 
turn with no luck. 

"Well, I love it\" Phyllis chimed in. 

"Where the fuck do you punch her?!" was my 
next obvious question. 

"In the woods," came Owen's inebriated reply. 
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"No, I mean where on her body?" 

"Oh. Gotcha'. Ribs and sides." 

"Sounds like a menu entree in Louisiana," I of- 
fered. 

At that point, Owen displayed a quarter-sized 
scar above Phyllis' butt crack, and produced 
the pocketknife that ostensibly caused the mu- 
tilation. Said senorita elucidated how she thrills 
when her man marks his territory. 

"Couldn't he just take a page out of Lassie's 
book, and piss on ya'?" 

Blank stares. 

At this point, I'm wondering what's to prevent 
Prince Violent — sporting an NRA shirt, and 
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alluding to owning several guns — from givin' 
me the shiv while I'm humpin' his chick. 

I recalled Owen mentioning something about 
attempting to bring one of his shootin' irons 
with him from the boondocks. I couldn't recol- 
lect if he was successful in doing so, but with 
TSA comprised of pedophiles and the cast from 
B.J. and the Bear, that seemed vital info. 

All this on top of Owen's proud predication he 
thought he'd once killed Phyllis whilst choking 
her against a tree. According to the object of 
his "affection," she couldn't sleep for two days 
afterward. When she did, she'd awaken in cold 
sweats, unable to breathe, clutching her neck. 

As if this crap wasn't enough, Owen begins a 
drunken rant about "Towel Heads," and how 
it's imperative the U.S. nuke the entire Middle 
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East, and commandeer its oil. It was a brilliant 
plan, on the order of jumping off the top of a 
50 story building to determine if you can fly. 
Wouldn't it be safer to launch yourself from 
the ground on that one? 

"Excuse me, folks. Hi! I'm Hugh. I'm a sex ad- 
dict. I just came here to get laid. Uh, thanks?" 

Am I the only person who's never looked at a 
fucking button, exuberantly exclaiming, "Well, 
that's cute!"? 

It seemed Seal would successfully launch his 
own line of facial skin care products before 
this couple would invite me into their cabana. 
All that changed with a single swig, as Owen 
suddenly crossed that delicate line between 
drunkenness and the tether to reality. As if 
by miracle, my hands were suddenly cupping 
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Phyllis' 38-Ds, and I was being drawn into this 
remote bungalow by that all-powerful tractor 
beam known as sex. 

Moments later, the woman in question was 
faking orgasms with the proficiency of a '70s 
porn actress, a thin sheath of latex separat- 
ing our naked frames. From an undetermined 
locale, Owen wandered about, certain he was 
engaging in conversation with Grandpa Jones 
from Hee Haw. 
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SOLDIERS 



Anyone dumb enough to wanna be in the 
military should be allowed in. End of fuckin' 
story. That should be the only requirement. 

I don't care how many push-ups you can 
do. Put on a helmet, go wait in that foxhole, 
we'll tell ya' when we need you to kill some- 
body. [...] 

Aren't y'all fuckin' hired killers? [...] You are 
thugs. And when we need you to blow the 
fuck out of a nation of little, brown people, 
we'll let ya' know. 1 



- Bill Hicks 
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War is a racket. It always has been. [...] 

At least 21,000 new millionaires and bil- 
lionaires were made in the United States 
during the World War [World War I]. [...] 

How many of these war millionaires shoul- 
dered a rifle? How many of them dug a 
trench? How many of them knew what it 
meant to go hungry in a rat-infested dug- 
out? How many of them spent sleepless, 
frightened nights, ducking shells and 
shrapnel and machine gun bullets? How 
many of them parried a bayonet thrust 
of an enemy? How many of them were 
wounded or killed in battle? [...] 

I say, "To Hell with war!" 



In 1935, Major General Smedley Darlington 
Butler wrote the above citation in his book 
War is a Racket. At that period, "Old Gimlet 
Eye" was the most decorated U.S. Marine in 
history. Today, Butler remains one of a hand- 
ful of individuals so highly revered in this de- 
partment of the armed forces. 



Why would such an esteemed personage bla- 
tantly attack war — the act that afforded him 
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great approbation? Because Smedley under- 
stood he was nothing more than a "high class 
muscleman for Big Business." He realized sol- 
diers were no more than "cannon fodder" for 
corporations. He comprehended war was an im- 
plement by which hegemonies pitted individu- 
als against one another, and thus profited. 



"I spent 33 years and four months in active 
military service and during that period I spent 
most of my time as a high class muscle man 
for Big Business, for Wall Street and the bank- 
ers," asserted this war veteran. 



In short, I was a racketeer, a gangster for 
capitalism. I helped make Mexico and es- 
pecially Tampico safe for American oil in- 
terests in 1914. I helped make Haiti and 
Cuba a decent place for the National City 
Bank boys to collect revenues in. I helped 
in the raping of half a dozen Central Amer- 
ican republics for the benefit of Wall Street. 
I helped purify Nicaragua for the Interna- 
tional Banking House of Brown Brothers in 
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1902-1912. 1 brought light to the Dominican 
Republic for the American sugar interests in 
1916. 1 helped make Honduras right for the 
American fruit companies in 1903. In China 
in 1927 I helped see to it that Standard Oil 
went on its way unmolested. Looking back 
on it, I might have given Al Capone a few 
hints. The best he could do was to operate 
his racket in three districts. I operated on 
three continents. 



Soldiers not only bear the weight of sacrific- 
ing their own lives — as well as those they're 
willing to kill — they're also forced to pay in 
other ways. According to Smedley Butler: 



Boys with a normal viewpoint were taken 
out of the fields and offices and factories 
and classrooms and put into the ranks. 
There they were remolded; they were made 
over; they were made to "about face," to 
regard murder as the order of the day. They 
were put shoulder to shoulder and, through 
mass psychology, they were entirely 
changed. We used them for a couple of 
years and trained them to think nothing 
at all of killing or of being killed. [. . .] 

In the World War, we used propaganda to 
make the boys accept conscription. They 
were made to feel ashamed if they didn't 
join the army. 
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So vicious was this war propaganda that 
even God was brought into it. With few 
exceptions our clergymen joined in the 
clamor to kill, kill, kill. To kill the Germans. 
God is on our side. ..it is His will that the 
Germans be killed. 



Although life is the ultimate sacrifice we're 
currently aware of, soldiers willing to die still 
hadn't given enough. The powers that be de- 
manded more. Hence, during World War I, as- 
sassins sent to perish in battle were forced to 
monetarily shoulder a considerable portion of 
the bloodshed. To quote Butler: 



Thus, having stuffed patriotism down their 
throats, it was decided to make them help 
pay for the war, too. So, we gave them the 
large salary of $30 a month. [. . .] 

Half of that wage (just a little more than a 
riveter in a shipyard or a laborer in a mu- 
nitions factory safe at home made in a day) 
was promptly taken from him to support his 
dependents, so that they would not become 
a charge upon his community. Then we paid 
him what amounted to accident insurance 
— something the employer pays for in an en- 
lightened state — and that cost him $6 a 
month. He had less than $9 a month left. 
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Then, the most crowning insolence of all 
— he was virtually blackjacked into paying 
for his own ammunition, clothing, and food 
by being made to buy Liberty Bonds. Most 
soldiers got no money at all on pay days. 

We made them buy Liberty Bonds at $ 100 
and then we bought them back — when 
they came back from the war and couldn't 
find work — at $84 and $86. And the sol- 
diers bought about $2,000,000,000 worth 
of these bonds! 



If War is a Racket was mandatory reading for 
everyone entering the military, it's highly plau- 
sible enlistment rates would drop to zero. 



Unbeknown to most, soldiers weren't always 
awarded medals. At one point, cash was their 
incentive, and they battled for bonuses. These 
compensated killers were often afforded large 
sums solely for enlisting. 



It was after the Spanish-American War that 
commanders realized their troops — akin to 
children — adored adulation, as well as shiny 
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things. Hence, medals were offered — in lieu 
of pay — and graced upon those who followed 
orders best, remaining most loyal to the noble 
cause of annihilating other humans. 

In the words of Napoleon Bonaparte: 

All men are enamored of decorations... they 
positively hunger for them. 

By endorsing the Napoleonic system, leaders 
could amass an army for less money. Troops 
were satisfied with pretty medallions, and the 
wealthy remained so, since they were able to 
retain far more cash. 

"Thank you for your service." 

It was the most obsequious and stupid thing 
I'd heard, and yet everybody was saying it. 
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"Thank you for your service. Awk! Thank you 
for your service..." 

Somehow people had transformed into talking 
parrots, repeating what they'd heard, with- 
out understanding what it meant. 

At 3 AM, in a forgotten greasy spoon, on the 
edge of the Earth. In a liquor emporium, while 
preparing for one's latest liver workout. Even 
at a porn arcade, in the midst of a crucial de- 
cision between big chicks, or girls with bushes 
thicker than the skull of a Wheel of Fortune 
addict. 

Just because you don some camos, and a pair 
of army regulation boots, everyone seems at 
the ready to suck your sphincter. How did any 
of these fawning fuckers know the dude in the 
fatigues didn ' t just slaughter a family of five, 
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buy a uniform at a costume store and decide 
to walk the town for quick praise? 

Everywhere you go, folks are thanking people 
in military uniforms. Soldiers are paid assassins. 
There ' s no equivocation here. Look up the word 
"assassin" on a number of Internet thesau- 
ruses. A primary synonym is "soldier." Servile 
suckers who praise them are showing appre- 
ciation for an individual who's contractually 
agreed to kill innocent people so they, them- 
selves, can collect a paycheck and a pension. 
That's not the type of person I'd ever thank, 
much less be associated with. As I'm a civil- 
ian, one can never be sure when I'll be next in 
this hired killer's crosshairs. 

The damned things are everywhere. Typically 
in sticker form, attached to vehicle bumpers, 
nothing's stopping folks from slappin' 'em on 
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houses, traffic signs or dead pets. The worst 
one has to be "God Bless Our Troops... Espe- 
cially Our Snipers." 

How deranged, morbid and pompous is some- 
body supporting such a delusional sentiment? 

"God Bless Our Troops" is psychotic enough, 
since, at that point, you're invoking an invisi- 
ble senior citizen, who lives in the sky, to pro- 
tect a bunch of hired killers. Don't you have 
something better to do, like fashioning your 
own stool into a commemorative bust of John 
Stamos to honor the 20th anniversary of Full 
House? When adding sharpshooters into the 
mix, now you're asking said unseen retiree to 
guide the bullets of assassins laying in wait to 
pick folks off. 

Didn't the government inform us Lee Harvey 
Oswald was a sniper? 
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Today, you see soldiers marching in lockstep 
— unable to reason for themselves — all over 
the place. Often, proud parents gaze on ad- 
mirably from some grandstand. 

"Look, honey! It's Tim! Isn't he handsome?" 

"My son, the expendable drone!" 

"I'm so excited! Let's hurry home and make 
another one!" 

"Now you' re talkin' my lingo, woman!" 

Politicians demand soldiers fight, as they, them- 
selves, sleep securely in their beds, far from 
the gunfire. But weapons only kill if there are 
those willing to use them. These compensated 
assassins can refuse to pull the trigger, and 
drop their guns whenever they choose. If per- 
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formed en masse, bureaucracies of humanity 
would have no recourse. 



Unfortunately for ex-U.S. Marine, Jon Michael 
Turner, he elected to discharge his weapon... 
numerous times: 



On April 18th, 2006, I had my first con- 
firmed kill. This man was innocent. I don't 
know his name. I called him the Fat Man. 
He was walking back to his house, and 
I shot him in front of his friend and his fa- 
ther. 

The first round didn't kill him, after I had 
hit him up here in his neck area. And after- 
wards he started screaming, and looked right 
into my eyes. So, I looked at my friend — 
who I was on post with — and I said, "Well, 
I can't let that happen," so I took another 
shot, and took him out. 

He was then carried away by the rest of his 
family. It took seven people to carry his 
body away. 

We were all congratulated after we had 
our first kills, and that happened to have 
been mine. My company commander per- 
sonally congratulated me, as he did eve- 
ryone else in our company. This is the 
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same individual who had stated that who- 
ever gets their first kill by stabbing them 
to death will get a four day pass when we 
return from Iraq. 



Jimmy Massey — a 1 2 year veteran, and U.S. 
Marine in the Iraqi War — had this to say: 



I was about to open up a meal, when I 
heard a gunshot that went over our heads 
from the right to the left. I immediately 
stepped from behind my vehicle and my 
marines were already discharging their 
weapons towards the protestors. I unslung 
my weapon, and I put the weapon up into 
my shoulder, and I began to fire. 

When everything was said and done, we 
went and did a reconnaissance of the bod- 
ies. We were lookin' for weapons [...] and 
I don't see any weapons. And then I look 
up, and about 50 meters away from the 
protestors was some RPGs [rocket-pro- 
pelled grenades] that were lined up against 
the wall, and I thought to myself, 'They had 
the capability to fire at us if they wanted to, 
but they didn't. So that means that they were 
holding a protest — a peaceful protest." And 
then all of a sudden, in your mind, you realize 
that you just murdered some people. 

Twenty minutes later, a car sped into our 
checkpoint area and we discharged our 
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weapons, and come to find out that it was 
innocent life again. 

And then another one happened; and then 
another one happened. By the last one, I 
had an occupant of the vehicle asking me, 
"Why did you kill my brother? We didn't do 
anything. We're not terrorists." 

I was so devastated, my commanding offi- 
cer, Captain Schmidt, he came up to me and 
he says, "Staff sergeant," he said, "What's 
wrong? What's wrong? You look a little un- 
der the weather." 

And I said, "Well, today's been a bad day, sir; 
we've killed a lot of civilians." 

And he said, "No. Today's a good day." 



U.S. Marine Corporal Jason Washburn will prob- 
ably never forget his time spent in the Middle 
East: 



If the town or the city that we were ap- 
proaching was a known threat— If the 
unit that went through the area before we 
did took a high number of casualties, [. . .] 
we were allowed to shoot whatever we 
wanted. It was deemed a free-fire zone. 
So, we would roll through the town and any- 
thing that we saw, everything that we saw, 
we engaged it, and opened fire on every- 
thing. 
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There was really no rule governing the 
amount of force we were allowed to use 
on targets during the invasion. I remember 
one woman was walking by, and she was 
carrying a huge bag, and she looked like 
she was heading towards us, so we lit her 
up with the Mk 19 — which is an automatic 
grenade launcher — and when the dust set- 
tled, we realized that the bag was only full 
of groceries. She had been trying to bring 
us food, and we blew her to pieces for it. [. . .] 

Something else we were actually encour- 
aged to do — almost with a wink and a 
nudge — was to carry drop weapons or, by 
my third tour, drop shovels. What that basi- 
cally is is we would carry these weapons 
or shovels with us because in case we ac- 
cidentally did shoot a civilian, we could 
just toss the weapon on the body and 
make them look like they were an insur- 
gent. [...] 

We were told, by my third tour, that if they 
were carrying a shovel, and a heavy bag 
— if they were digging anywhere, espe- 
cially near roads — that we could shoot 
them. [...] 

This was commonly encouraged, but only 
behind closed doors. 



Staff Sergeant Camilo Mejia ' s recollections of 
Iraq are far from pleasant: 
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This time when this child was basically rid- 
ing in the passenger's seat with his father, 
and we decapitated his fatherwith a machine 
gun. And when we went down to the low 
ground to search for enemy wounded, I re- 
member seeing this young person standing 
next to this body that was decapitated and 
when I think about it I cannot remember the 
expression on the child's face. I cannot re- 
member that he was a child. I only know this 
because people told me later on that was 
the man's son. The man's young son who was 
standing next to the body. 



For individuals like Hart Viges — who served 
in the 82nd Airborne Division in the Iraqi War 
— the barbarity he perpetrated will haunt him 
the rest of his days: 



I never really saw the effects of my mortar 
rounds in the towns, so that just leaves my 
imagination open to countless deaths that 
— I don't know how many civilians — in- 
nocents — I've killed. [...] 

And then with raids— We never went on a 
raid where we got the right house, much 
less the right person. Not once. 



And what of Iraqi prisoners — far more often 
innocent than not — who were incarcerated? 
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U.S. Marine Matthew Childers had this to say: 



They were in our custody for about a week. 
Over this week, these guys were beaten 
relentlessly, and humiliated, teased with 
food and water. They were begging the 
marines for food and water, and the ma- 
rines would mock them. Throw water in 
their face. 

The detainees were FlexiCuffed by their 
wrists, behind their back, and they were 
blindfolded. The marines were screaming 
at them to get up, and then they'd trip 
them, down on their face. They couldn't 
break their fall, 'cause they were tied up. 

The marines were showing the Iraqis por- 
nography, which is strictly taboo to their 
religion, and they made this very obvious to 
us. 

I saw a marine take the hat off of an Iraqi. 
He shoved it down the back of his pants, 
and wiped himself with it, and then tried to 
feed it to the Iraqi — who was blindfolded 
— and because he [the Iraqi] was desper- 
ate for food, he actually tried to eat it. [. . .] 

These guys were under custody for about 
a week, and I didn't see them eat the whole 
time. 

I wasn't around them 24/7; I don't know 
how long the posts were, but I didn't see 
them eat or sleep at all. 
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But the desecration wreaked by U.S. forces in 
Afghanistan and Iraq wasn't only exacted on 
the indigenous population. Friendly fire — U.S. 
Marines attacking other United States soldiers 
— also occurred, attested Corporal Christopher 
Gallagher: 



April 7th, 2005. Lance Corporal Juan Benitez 

— who was one of the snipers in my unit 

— was on a mission in Fallujah. He was 
in a hide, when a patrol of Force Recon 
Marines drove up in their Hummers, and 
had mistaken him for an insurgent, run- 
ning him over with their vehicles. 

The official story released by the Defense 
Department stated that he was involved 
in a hostile vehicle accident that was un- 
der investigation. I don't know about you, 
but I've never heard of a hostile vehicle 
accident before. 



Medical care — for United States soldiers, let 
alone Iraqi citizens — was often reprehensible. 
According to Surgical Intensive Care Unit nurse 
Doug Connor — who served in Iraq: 
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It got to the point where we started calling 
the Iraqi patients— We'd call them range 
balls because, just like on a driving range, 
you don't care about losing 'em. [...] 

The health care system [...] it's not set up 
for soldiers. In fact, it seems to me there 
is almost a conspiracy to not treat soldiers 
because it makes you think about going 
back into the army if your health care is 
so dismal when you get out, and the VA 
that's supposed to take care of you is so 
dismal. [...] 

I had so many patients that would tell me, 
six months later — and these are ampu- 
tees — [...] that hadn't received benefits 
yet. They [Veterans Affairs] were still de- 
ciding whether they [wounded soldiers] 
would receive them. Now this is clear-cut 
— triple amputee is triple amputee. There 
shouldn't even be a question. 



United States Navy Petty Officer Zollie Peter 
Goodman asserted: 



September, 2005, 1 was on a training oper- 
ation deployed out of Jacksonville, Florida. 
We were underway. My wife was pregnant 
with my unborn child. 



While I was on that training operation, my 
wife began the horrible process of a mis- 
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carriage. Being home by herself, the first 
thing she did was call the Tricare hotline. 

Tricare is the health care service that's pro- 
vided to us in the military. 

The lady on the hotline told her that she 
probably already had lost her child, and 
that there was nothing they could do. She 
asked for an ambulance, and she was 
told that if she had $1,500, they were will- 
ing to send an ambulance. Not having 
$1,500 — on the salary of an E-4 — she 
chose not to get the ambulance, and she 
called a friend of mine, and waited for him 
to come pick her up at our apartment, and 
drove her to base. There's a hospital on 
Naval Station Mayport. [...] She arrived 
there at 4 PM. She went inside, and the 
nurse told her that they were closing at 
4:30, and they couldn't help her. She in- 
sisted to see a doctor. The doctor told her 
that they could not help her, and she was 
turned away. 

And she once again waited in the parking 
lot, while she was bleeding, for my friend 
to take her to another hospital 23 miles 
away [...]. No ambulance was provided. 
Nothing. No assistance, and we lost the 
child. [...] 

I went home on leave with no assistance; no 
plane ticket. The money that I did spend 
on a plane ticket to get home left me in 
a very hard position with a wife who needed 
health care that I could not provide for 
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her, and neither could my government ap- 
parently. 

Later on after that incident, I was dis- 
charged with no access to the VA, no as- 
sistance with help into the VA. 

Finally finding out that I qualified for veter- 
ans health care, I found the application on- 
line, filled it out, and sent it in to be proc- 
essed. [. . .] 

Upon requesting mental health and mental 
help, [...] the first thing they tried to do 
was medicate me. No therapy was recom- 
mended. Medications were recommended. 
They gave me three different medications. 
The first was Trazodone; the second was 
Paxil; and the third was Gabapentin [...]. 
My doctor did not give me any informa- 
tion on these medications. [...] 

So, I left my appointment that day, and I 
went home, and I did research on the med- 
ications that I was given. And I found out 
that the main side effect of all three medi- 
cations is suicidal thoughts and suicidal 
tendencies. And that's disgusting. [...] 

Ten thousand Iraq War vets have commit- 
ted suicide. 



Stories of atrocities like those above fill entire 
volumes, as well as numerous documentaries. 
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Fighting a tangible enemy — if it be another 
human — is ludicrous enough. When you're 
waging a war on terror, you're no longer bat- 
tling something palpable. You're feuding with 
a tactic. 

Imagine how devastated you'd be if you were 
a soldier who lost several limbs during a war, 
only to discover you'd fought to pad the bank 
accounts of the rich, or the egos of the control 
hungry. 
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TRENCH TALE #3 



Every magic trick consists of three parts, or 
acts. 

The first part is called the Pledge. The ma- 
gician shows you something ordinary. 

The second act is called the Turn. The ma- 
gician takes the ordinary something, and 
makes it into something extraordinary. But 
you wouldn't clap yet, because making 
something disappear isn't enough. You have 
to bring it back. 

Now you're looking for the secret, but you 
won't find it because, of course, you're not 
really looking. You don't really want to work 
it out. You want to be. . .fooled. 1 



— The Prestige 
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"If you weren't so large, I'd let you fuck my 
wife up the ass." 

I was certain I'd heard Merlin Olsen utter the 
same sentiment in an FTD floral commercial. 
Disgusted, I gawked back at the small, brown 
businessman. "You kiss your mother with that 
mouth?!" 

This conversation must've been as pleasant 
for the diminutive dude as waking up naked in 
an ice-filled bathtub, a crisp suture above his 
kidney. That being said, this was all his idea. I 
mean, he was the one with the wife, right? 

He was the one who wanted to see said signif- 
icant other suckling strange schlong. I simply 
happened to have a peculiar penis. I could 've 
been one of a million other random dorks. 
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From a pinpoint in this suburban rat maze, the 
man glared at me, as though attempting to 
siphon what was left of my brain through my 
eye sockets. 

Tense, I glanced around for a topic of conver- 
sation that would deter hubby from homicidal 
thoughts. "Ever wonder why it's called a liv- 
ing room? Does that make all the other rooms 
dead?" 

Akin to Larry Sellers' homework, it had noth- 
ing to do with anything. Still, I was desperate 
to keep this guy from envisioning what I was 
minutes away from doing to his wife. 

"So, uh, you said you travel and, uh— ? 



"Melissa." 
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"Ah, yes. Melissa. Uh, Melissa doesn't always 
get the attention she needs? Where is it you, 
uh, travel to?" 

Squinting, as if mentally measuring me for a 
body bag, the man took an extended amount 
of time to answer. "Recently, Peru, Columbia 
and some smaller countries in Africa I'm sure 
you've never heard of; but I'll be headed to 
Sicily and Scandinavia next week." 

"Really?" I gulped, having barely made it to a 
handful of local motels within the last month. 
"I— I travel often, as well." 

"Oh, yes?" The man questioned. "And where 
have you been, lately?" 

"Monaco." It was the first country that came 
to mind. At least I'd hoped it was a country. 
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"Monaco? Impressive. How's the weather this 
time of year in the Middle East?" 

Silence more painful than hearing the words, 
"Please welcome President Biden!" 

"Uh, did I say Monaco? I meant Conoco—" 

At that awkward moment — more uncomfort- 
able than a 28 year old at a junior high school 
dance — the tallest female not playing in the 
WNBA entered the room, saving me from an- 
nihilation. 

The Amazonian was definitely all woman. 

Prior, the interrogating husband had informed 
me his wife — who had yet to arrive — was 
named Melissa. Fifteen minutes later, the lass 
in question — with hands the size of first 
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basemen ' s gloves — ducked below the door- 
way, introducing herself as Ecstasy. 

More confusing than a 1 4 year run of the TV 
show Survivor. 

Said senorita was 6' 7" in heels, apprising me 
immediately she possessed a vagina twice as 
deep as the average female's. 

The latter was info I was happy to hear, since 
I now knew she wasn't danglin' dong between 
her thighs. 

Melissa/Ecstasy — or whatever her name was 

— asked her man for a glass of vodka. At this, 
I speculated — similar to an old car in winter 

— she'd require time to warm up. More wrong 
than licking an electrical cord to determine if 
it still had a charge. She downed the shot, and 
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hit the bedroom. Within a minute, moans of 
rapture emanated from behind me. I remained 
on the couch — completely naked, watching 
reruns of Marlin Perkins castrating a feral cat 
the size of a Barcalounger with a plastic con- 
venience fork. 

Deducing the event had begun, I entered the 
room. Hubby demanded I stuff my staff in his 
female power forward's mouth, as he played at 
the YMCA. Before following orders, I glanced 
between this gorgeous girl's gams, ensuring 
she had feminine parts. She did, and they were 
more impressive than an eight year old kid who 
can speak 30 languages. 

Melissa predicated I was "nothing more than a 
cock with legs," and only present for her pleas- 
ure. A tear cascaded down my cheek. "You've 
been hurt, haven't you?" I asked. 
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Said sally gagged on horny ham, drooling over 
salacious sausage like a vegetarian undergoing 
withdrawals. 

Initially, it was solely hubby and I tracking this 
giraffe in the underbrush. Eventually, an ad- 
ditional suitor arrived, but appeared indeci- 
sive, since Melissa/Ecstasy was tall enough to 
dunk a basketball. After playing no more than 
30 seconds, said stallion departed, and was 
quickly replaced by two other online courters. 

This was my cue to make a rapid, yet accept- 
able, exit. "Thank you for your cervix!" I ex- 
claimed, gathering my clothes and racing into 
the frosty, fall night. 
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— EPILOGUE 



What did you learn in school today, dear little 
boy of mine? 

What did you learn in school today, dear little 
boy of mine? 

I learned that Washington never told a lie 
I learned that soldiers seldom die 
I learned that everybody's free 
That's what the teacher said to me 
And that's what I learned in school today 
That's what I learned in school 1 

— Pete Seeger 
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Keep things simple. The answer to human hun- 
ger on Earth, as well as human poverty, is to 
end the monetary system, and distribute eve- 
rything freely and equally. A child can com- 
prehend this. Any politician who states other- 
wise, is doing so for their own private reasons. 

BarackObama — and anyone running for office 
— will never enlighten you of this truth. They ' d 
be out of power if they did, and that's not a 
direction they wish to steer this ship. 

Once money is extirpated from the equation, 
so too is corruption. Why would anybody steal 
from their neighbors, if everyone had access 
to the same resources, in the same amounts? 
Politics and religion would also quickly vanish. 
Who's gonna strive to be president, if there's 
no money in it? 
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Without money, class divisions disappear, as 
everyone is suddenly on the same plane. Of 
course, this is problematic for the current hi- 
erarchy, as the rich rely on a monetary sys- 
tem to retain power. Without such structure, 
politicians and the monetarily wealthy cease 
to exist. 

Thus, the president isn't looking out for your 
best interest. He never has been. Neither have 
the 43 assholes who came before him. If they 
let you in on the obvious secret, they'd all be 
unnecessary, and unable to retain control. 

If what I ' m asserting is true, why haven ' t you 
considered it before? Twelve years of brain- 
washing disguised as school. Four more years 
of post-graduate indoctrination, should you 
have chosen the college route. A paradigm so 
insular and controlling, it solely reinforces the 
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benefits of "getting ahead," "making money" 
and "establishing financial security." 

Do you enjoy being a slave? 

Once you understand you're already ahead, 
simply by being able to think for yourself, and 
financial security is an illusion — as the mon- 
etary system can end tomorrow — it's time 
to focus on what's important. As a species, 
we're on a lonely outpost in the middle of the 
cosmic nowhere. Given how violent this Uni- 
verse is, we can be obliterated in an instant. 
It's imperative we find feasible means off this 
planet, in case the shit comes down. Spinning 
our wheels selfishly, in pursuit of the insignifi- 
cant, attempting to finance your second mort- 
gage, is no longer an option. In fact, it's piss- 
ing the rest of us off who've understood this 
for quite some time now, and will suffer along- 
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side you — due to your ignorance — should all 
Hell break loose. Cease being children — play- 
ing with your immaterial toys — and grow up. 
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— NOTES — 



— INTRODUCTION — 



1 . Bl LL H ICKS. "Go back to bed, America [. . .]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RfdO_7BcU-0 



2. IRAQ BODY COUNT 

http://www.iraqbodycount.org/ 



YOU ARE HERE 



1. GEORGE CARLIN. "I hope we're interfered [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iKmUPEeyYsU 



2. GORDON COOPER 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dvPR8T1o3Dc 



3. EDGAR MITCHELL 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JhxxHxlEm04 



4. DOLAN, RICHARD, M. (2002). UFOsandthe 
National Security State: Chronology of a Cover-up: 1941- 
1973. Hampton Roads Publishing Company. ISBN: 

1571743170 



5. 1952 WASHINGTON, D.C. UFO INCIDENT 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Asa91nLri00 
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WORLD WAR III 



1. JACQUE FRESCO. I'm 94 years old now [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7gF0M_yfkzQ 



2. SMITH, GAR. (2012). Nuclear Roulette: The Truth 
About the Most Dangerous Energy Source on Earth. 
Chelsea Green Publishing. ISBN: 9781603584340 



3. THE FOG OF WAR: ELEVEN LESSONS FROM 
THE LIFE OF ROBERT S. McNAMARA 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CS1fusC7Mtl 



4. GULF OF TONKIN INCIDENT 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gulf_of_tonkin_incident 



5. CULTURE IN DECLINE 

http://www.cultureindecline.com/ 

TRENCH TALE #1 



1. GEORGE CARLIN. "Mickey Mouse's birthday [...]" 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qt9WNI8LI9M 



IBM AND THE NAZIS 



1. GORDON GEKKO. 7 create nothing [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2Mr4mjeZ2ko 
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TRENCH TALE #2 

1. GEORGE CARLIN. "Three out of four [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2Virqo-pl5c 

SOLDIERS 

1 . Bl LL H ICKS. "Anyone dumb enough [. . .]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bPXC9hMIRqU 

TRENCH TALE #3 

1. THE prestige. "Every magic trick [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GZc3EsElqeA 

— EPILOGUE — 

1. pete SEEGER. "What did you learn [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Vucczlg98Gw 

— ABOUT THE AUTHOR — 



1. BILL HICKS. "By the way, if anyone here [...]" 

http://www.youtube.com/watchv=MHCs3v_mFkM 
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— ABOUT THE AUTHOR — 



By the way, if anyone here is in advertising or 
marketing. . .kill yourself. 1 

- Bill Hicks 
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To quote the Killer Dwarfs, "It doesn't matter 
at all." 
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— AUTHOR'S NOTE — 

The Internet will cease developing when The 
Hannibal Lecter Cookbook becomes a staple 
on The Rachael Ray Show. As such, don't ex- 
pect working Web destinations to remain so 
for the tenure of humanity. 

As of the scribbling of this softcover, cyber- 
space references within this publication were 
active. 



